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Necro


Malevolent forces control a world beyond ours. Erik Jonsson enters that world to save the spirit of his girlfriend, Lara. Entering is easy enough. Getting out is virtually impossible.
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ERIK JONSSON, ADOPTED by the Jonsson family, is devastated after the apparent death of his sister and girlfriend, Lara. But when his father reveals she’s trapped in another realm after casting an ancient spell, Erik follows her.

He arrives in a village resembling 1700s Iceland, ruled by Einar, a warrior-priest who bargained with the devil for immortality in exchange for a thousand souls. Erik finds Lara, but escape isn’t simple—there’s no obvious way home.

With just thirty days to uncover the spell that can return them, Erik and Lara must race against time—or be condemned to remain among the damned forever.
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J.S. Frankel
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Chapter One: Say Goodbye
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PORTLAND LUTHERAN MEMORIAL Funeral Home. The cemetery, two PM, Monday, January fifth, present day. 

A cold and bitter wind wrapped itself around me as I stood at the open grave and watched as the coffin was lowered into the earth. Ordinarily, I would’ve been shedding tears as I’d just lost someone close to me. 

But it was all an act, a sham, and I had to play along, which made the entire situation surrealistic. Lara Jónsdóttir, my adopted sister and my girlfriend, was supposedly inside the coffin, but I knew she wasn’t. Where she was...I had no idea. But I knew for a fact that she wasn’t in that wooden box.

And just how did I know? I’d seen the coffin in the waiting room of the chapel. The Jonssons were Lutheran, originally from Iceland. It was their custom to view the body privately before the public service. I went in out of respect and love, and I kneeled at the side of the coffin, trying to stem the flow of my tears and didn’t succeed in doing so.

When I got up after whispering, “Lara, I’ll...I’ll always love you. I’m sorry that you aren’t here,” the lid popped open, just like in a horror movie.

Instinctively, I stepped back, expecting my girlfriend to sit up and say, “Erik, we’ll be together, forever...” and then offer a toothless smile before jumping me...only to find that there was no body inside. Nothing, only velvet lining and Lara’s favorite dress, a yellow-and-silver one-piece gown that resembled what Cinderella wore during her first and only ball.

“What the hell is going on?”

Those words came out of me unbidden. Angry at this...this staged scene, as well as confused, I turned around to have it out with our father, only to find him standing in front of me, his square face impassive, as usual. I’d known him my entire life, and since I’d never known my parents—Lara’s father and mother adopted me from an orphanage when I was around two years old—he was the only father I’d ever known. 

As for my mother, she’d passed on when Lara and I were three, so I didn’t remember her. All of that happened long ago, and now, at the age of seventeen, I’ve experienced another loss. 

At any rate, he stood in the doorway, his face a blank. I’d learned that Icelanders didn’t express their emotions very often, and, true to type, he didn’t. “Sir, uh, Dad...Dad, what’s going on?”

“We must go through the ceremony first, Erik,” he replied in the gravest of all voices. Erik Lawrence was the name I’d been given at the orphanage, but now I went by the name of Erik Jonsson. He went over to the coffin to gently but firmly close and lock the lid. “I will explain things to you later.”

He spoke very formally, and he didn’t often use contractions. “But—”

“Trust me.”

While that wasn’t the time to tell me that, and while my mind was whirling with thoughts of confusion and betrayal, I went outside to the cemetery and stood at the side of the grave. My father stood tall with a stoic expression, maintained his composure, and not a muscle twitched during the ceremony. 

The minister, an aged and wizened man in his seventies, spoke warmly of Lara. He spoke to an audience of two—my father and me. None of our so-called friends from school bothered to show, even though I’d called ten of them and let them know that Lara was no longer among the living. 

Only one person had bothered to say anything, Karen Hopkins. She and Lara had been friendly at school, and her number was on my smartphone, one of only twelve students. “Oh, my God, I’m so sorry, Erik.” Those were her first words. After that, she mentioned that her relatives were staying over and she couldn’t leave. “I’m truly sorry.”

After that, I hung up. No one else called. Some friends. I’d expected at least one person to come, but since it was still the New Year’s holidays, I guess that they had things to do. Up until my father drove me to the cemetery, I’d been hoping that someone from school would call.

Hope, in this case, had a different meaning—forget it. For anyone to take a few minutes out of their lives and say some nice words...that would’ve been expecting way too much. I was still too shaken by the prospect of an empty coffin going into the ground. I needed answers, but I’d have to wait for them, and I’d never been very good at waiting...

Forty-eight hours earlier. The Jonsson home.

Lara and I had come back from our annual date. We’d been going out since we turned fourteen, three years ago, and it was our custom to see a movie during the New Year’s holidays and have lunch together. It was a simple and enjoyable outing, and while walking hand in hand with Lara, I told myself that I could never date anyone else. I’d known Lara since I was three, which was the longest I’d been friends with anyone. I trusted her with my secrets and dreams, and she’d never betrayed me. If that didn’t mean something, what did? 

At times, I wished that I’d known my parents. Who were they, and why had they given me up? Maybe they didn’t have enough money, or maybe they weren’t prepared to raise a child. I never knew. My father told me that I was adopted when I had my tenth birthday, and he offered to try and find my real parents, if I wanted.

“No, it’s okay,” I’d said.

I didn’t want to disappoint my father. Magnus Jonsson—actually, Professor Magnus Jonsson, expert in Icelandic myths and legends—was the only father I’d ever had. He’d treated me like his own son. My biological parents obviously never had.

In a way, I was fortunate. My father and his late wife had moved from Reykjavik, Iceland, to Portland when Lara was but a baby. He’d taken a job at a local university and applied for—and eventually got—American citizenship. Lara’s mother had wanted another child, but difficulties with her first pregnancy made it impossible to conceive again. However, someone mentioned an orphanage, and I joined their household when I was almost two years old.

Unfortunately, when I was three, my adoptive mother passed away from cancer. I didn’t know what that meant. All I knew was that I’d never see her again. My memory was hazy, but I recalled going to the local Lutheran funeral home, and I cried, as did my sister, and our father grieved quietly. Showing emotion for him wasn’t part of his character, yet the tears in his eyes at the funeral parlor told me the whole story.

After that, we slowly got back to the business of living again. Growing up in a different household had never posed a problem, mainly because I was so young when I’d been adopted, so I’d adapted quickly. With a square face, a scraggly beard, and graying hair, my father looked much older than he was, even though he was in his early forties.

As for his character, he never spoke much. Taciturn was the best way to describe him, yet with me, he was always kind and considerate.

Lara and I grew up speaking English, as well as Icelandic. English we got at school, Icelandic at home. Young people always adapted to learning foreign languages more quickly...more flexible minds, or so I heard.

As we grew older, Lara referred to me not only as her brother—brodir—but also as vinur, which came out as fee-noor, and it meant friend. Later on, I found that I’d been adopted. I told Lara about that. In time, we grew closer, and she used the word bondi, spelled with an umlaut over the O, and that meant close friend or companion.

“I know it’s weird that we’re close,” she once said to me. “I mean, we’re living together as brother and sister, but not, if you know what I mean.”

I did. “Is it wrong that I like you?”

She shook her head and smiled. “No.”

We both liked the same things—playing video games, watching action movies, reading, and just chilling. That was the best, just us two talking and being together. Lara and I had grown up speaking English without an accent like everyone else, but our father had always retained his, which I found interesting. Icelanders often rolled their r’s, and they elongated vowels. Overall, it made for an odd but captivating sound, and I liked those sounds. 

After my discovery of being adopted and having come to terms with it, I also learned that my father was highly respected by the academic community. He was the only person I’d ever known who was an expert on Icelandic myth, and I recalled seeing many of his notes and some pictures of old Reykjavik life.

Naturally, speaking Icelandic became part and parcel of my daily life. I became Erik Jonsson, and adopted or not, I was expected to carry on the family name. Lara didn’t mind. She had her own patronymic name—Jónsdóttir. It meant the daughter of Jonsson, an old tradition, yes, but it was something very important to her as well as to her father.

So, time passed. We grew up, had our usual brother-sister spats, and at school, sometimes I had to explain to the other kids why I looked so different from my sister. I explained that I’d been adopted. Lara was a slender five-six, dark-haired, and pretty, with large and expressive brown eyes. 

In contrast, I was a couple of inches taller than she was, roughly five-eight by the time we reached our seventeenth birthdays, but I had a hatchet face, a long nose, light brown hair, and green eyes.

As for my sister and me, we hung out together, always walking to school in the morning and coming back after the final bell had rung. If one of us had to stay after school for one reason or another, the other would wait. Then we’d walk home, and after a while, we got to holding hands as much for comfort and reassurance as out of affection.

That affection turned to something deeper. Just before we turned fourteen, Lara and I were walking home, and she asked, “Do you really like me?”

What could I say? We’d shared the same house, our hobbies were the same, and I felt totally comfortable around her. “More than anyone else.”

It wasn’t the most romantic answer, but it served, and Lara pressed close to me. “Same here,” she whispered. 

When we both turned fourteen—our birthdays were in January, one week apart, with me being born on the third and her on the tenth—we made our relationship official. It was still New Year’s vacation, and on Lara’s birthday, her father took us out to dinner at a local restaurant. It was, as he put it, “A combined birthday for both my children.”

Once he excused himself to hit the bathroom, I turned to Lara and asked, “Uh, Lara, we’re, um, always together. So, I was thinking...are we official now?”

“Not yet,” she replied with an impish grin.

Oh, that stung. “Uh, why not?”

“You haven’t kissed me, yet.” 

Sure, it was a tease, but I went with it, and I kissed her then and there, right in the middle of a steak restaurant. It wasn’t the most romantic place to do it, and I wasn’t very good at kissing—it was my first time—but Lara whispered that it was her first time, too, so we practiced a bit more until the waitress came by to see if we wanted dessert. 

“I guess you don’t,” she said with a smirk.

No, we certainly didn’t, and after Lara’s father returned, my new girlfriend and I spent the rest of dinner holding hands and trying not to make eye contact with each other.

Of course, our father found out about the relationship, and we had that obligatory father-son talk about the birds and the bees. Thankfully, he didn’t make matters awkward. He only said, “Be careful. You’re young, and you both like each other, but if you respect Lara, you’ll wait.”

“Yes, sir.”

And that was all there was to that. Sex, well, Lara and I figured that we’d do the deed when we were ready. Our relationship had become official, and for the next couple of years, we worked on learning more about each other. Lots of communication, a few disagreements, but there was always respect.

When we turned seventeen, we had a discussion—that discussion—about sex. Lara made her views clear. “I care for you, Erik, but I want to wait.”

“Fine.”

And that was it. She wasn’t ready, and I wasn’t in any hurry, either. We both knew a good thing when we saw it, and I didn’t want to louse things up.

Once we hit junior year, it seemed everyone knew about Lara and me, as many of the kids we went to school with had also gone to our elementary school. Lara and I didn’t always have the same classes together, but when we met in the hallway or at our lockers—which were conveniently located next to each other—all we had to do was exchange glances or touch hands briefly, and that was all everyone needed, a simple sign that Lara and I were in a relationship.

Of course, those who didn’t know about my background thought that a brother and sister dating each other was icky, to say the least. So, I had to explain the adoption thing all over again, and while that shut them up, some other kids just had to get to the subject of looks...

“What is it about him that you like?”

That question came from Megan Armstrong, the class queen. Tall and dark-haired, she had a slim, sexy body and a face that belonged on magazine covers. She was pretty, and she knew it and often took the opportunity to tell everyone about it, which didn’t exactly endear her to the student body. 

At any rate, she asked Lara that all-important interrogative during a break between classes. “He’s nice,” she answered.

I happened to be at my locker exchanging books, so it wasn’t like I was eavesdropping. Lara’s answer was a straightforward one, and my girlfriend didn’t like lying to anyone. Not that she couldn’t. She could, if she chose to...but she never chose to. That was the difference between her and everyone else. 

So when she said that I was nice, Megan gave the expected response—she tilted her head back and laughed loud and long, like an evil queen in a Disney movie, only more so. “He’s nice?”

“Yes.”

Megan stopped laughing. “All right, but he’s hardly date material. I mean, look at him.”

Well, she had a point. I wasn’t anything special to look at, especially physically. Yet, Lara found me attractive enough to go out with, even kiss, and that was enough for me.

Oh, and my girlfriend’s answer to Megan went as follows. “He isn’t a model, but he’s also not mean like you are, he isn’t a bitch, and he isn’t disliked because he’s a bitch. How’s that for an answer, Megan?”

Everyone who was listening in on the conversation—which was everyone in the hallway—started laughing at Megan, and her face turned red. “You little skank,” she hissed. “I oughta smack your face.”

She drew back her hand, but Lara beat her to the punch, slapping her soundly across the chops first, and then hauling off to land a shot to Megan’s perfect nose that made it less than perfect. In essence, one punch shattered her nose, blood started gushing, and Megan wailed in agony and ran off to the ladies’ room to take care of her injury.

Since I was there, I witnessed that act of awesomeness along with everyone else. Some cheers broke out, but Lara wasn’t interested in acclaim. She simply linked her arm with mine and escorted me to the next class. Of course, we got called into the principal’s office later on...

Back to the present.

The cemetery was silent, and a cold wind whipped around us. I was still confused over what I’d seen, or rather, what I hadn’t seen. My father nodded after the service concluded and ushered me to his car. We drove home in silence, and once inside, jackets and shoes off, he asked me to come up to the attic. “That’s where I keep that which should not be seen.”

I wanted to tell him off for his coldness and aloofness, but I kept my mouth shut and followed him upstairs. There, boxes and boxes of notebooks, old texts, rolled-up papers, unused furniture, and more greeted us. I’d rarely been to the attic. Lara had often gone there—to read, as she put it—but I’d never been interested...until now.

My first question was how he managed to set up the ceremony without a death certificate and a body. He hemmed and hawed before answering. “The funeral parlor is owned by Lutherans,” he replied. “And the owner’s name is Sigmundsson. He’s an old friend from Reykjavik. He agreed to the ceremony.”

Forging death certificates, telling no one... “That could get him into trouble. You, too.”

“I am prepared for it.”

While I sat thinking about the ins and outs of subterfuge, my father took an old book that sat on a box. It was halfway open, and on the left-hand page, it had four lines in Icelandic. I’d learned how to read Icelandic, but this looked much older, and he confirmed it. “This is a spell that I translated long ago, and I’m pretty sure I got it right.”

“A spell for what?”

“For meeting the subjects of Einar.”

Mystified, I asked, “Who’s that?”

My father leaned back and imparted the information in the manner of a university lecturer, using a dry factual tone. “Einar was what the people of Reykjavik called The Mad Priest in the late seventeen-hundreds. According to what we historical scholars know—and we know precious little—Einar had a following of around a thousand people. He was a tall, sickly man, and he died in his mid-twenties.”

And Einar was reputedly in league with the devil. In Icelandic, people called the devil djofullinn or djofull, the former of which came out sounding like djo-foot-lin. “The locals in Reykjavik flocked to see this priest. He was charismatic, and he swayed the people to his beliefs.”

My father leafed through the book and showed me a picture of Einar. As he’d said, the man was tall and spindly like Ichabod Crane, with spotty skin, thinning dark hair, and deep-set eyes. “Iceland’s main religion then was Lutheranism, and Martin Luther was not a particularly nice person. However, in those days, the people stuck to that line of thought. Martin Luther believed that salvation came from God alone, not from good deeds. Also, to him, the bible was law. Nothing else.

“Einar took those ideas and twisted them. He preached a life of asceticism, denying all earthly pleasures. Only through self-denial could one achieve enlightenment and come to know God, or so he said. As I mentioned earlier, there is little information about him, save that everyone thought him mad and yet very persuasive.”

“And?” I had to know more.

My father sighed. “And Einar supposedly made a deal with the devil. If the priest could gather a thousand souls, he’d grant Einar a life of a thousand years. But the devil, being crafty, reneged on the deal. There is no more information than that. It was like the people destroyed any mention of him and wanted future generations to think that he never existed.”

All right, so now I was aware—sort of. “What does this have to do with Lara?”

Tears suddenly appeared in my father’s eyes, and he rubbed them away. He wasn’t the warmest guy around, but he clearly loved his daughter, and this had to be killing him. “It is quite obvious. Lara found this book. She recited the spell I showed you before, and it...it took her.”

“Took her...took her where?”

He shrugged. “I do not know. Perhaps where Einar is, perhaps where his followers are.”

Whoa, slow down. “Where could the spell have taken her?”

“Another realm.”

That was crazy. No, it was insane. “That’s not...that isn’t possible. You expect me to believe that? Your daughter—my girlfriend—is gone...and you’re telling me it’s because of a spell?”

My father nodded. “Yes, it was a spell. And magic is perhaps the most powerful force in the universe, something that no one can fight against.”

Chapter Two: Decision Time

––––––––
[image: ]


AT MY FATHER’S PRONOUNCEMENT about magic, a sense of unreality hit. Magic. He was telling me that magic was behind all this? I’d seen magic shows as a kid, but that kind of prestidigitation was confined to a magician pulling flowers from his sleeve and rabbits from a hat. It was harmless and fun. 

But this kind of magic he was talking about, I neither knew nor understood. It sounded sketchy, but more than that, it sounded kind of unholy. I’d never been religious, but now, I had a feeling that my father was going to describe a world that no one had any control over. He’d just said that magic was the most powerful force in the universe and something I couldn’t fight against. “Dad, are you really serious?”

“I am.” From the grave look on his face, I knew that he wasn’t lying. He wasn’t the kind of person who’d lie to begin with, and now? Now, I knew that he meant every word.

A sudden pressure filled my chest. I didn’t know whether it was an impending heart attack or just gas, but I had to get out of there. “I...I need some fresh air, sir,” I said, got up, and went downstairs to the hallway to grab my jacket. 

He followed me down. “Erik, please wait.”

No, not this time. I couldn’t deal with talking to anyone right now. “I’ll be back...gotta walk around the block.”

And just like that, I was outside in the cold air, striding down the front walk and turning right at our front gate. My feet beat a steady path, even though I had nowhere to go, nowhere to sit or stand without thinking of Lara. Finally, I broke into a run and tore down the sidewalk, trying to outrun my troubles and knowing that I never could.

At last, out of breath and with tears in my eyes, I found myself at my school. Lara and I had walked the same path for years, and unconsciously, I’d just gone down the same way. The school was closed, and I stood there, reliving the days that Lara and I had talked about anything and everything while on our way there and on our way back.

I remembered the times we’d held hands, pressed close to one another...I shut those memories down and wiped my face. Crying wouldn’t do me any good, not now. I needed a plan, and that meant I had to talk to my father. On the way back, I ran into Karen Hopkins. 

Karen was on the short side of five-three, with long black hair and a plain, pretty face. She started when she saw me and then recovered. Aw, crap, I didn’t need this right now. “Hi, Karen.” 

“Erik, Happy New Year...I mean, I’m sorry, I know it isn’t that happy, but—”

“That’s okay. You didn’t know, and maybe I shouldn’t have called. Lara and I...”

“I understand,” she said after I fumbled around. The words just wouldn’t come out. “It’s, uh, really traumatic and all that. I’m sorry about the funeral, but you know...relatives...”

She continued to stammer and make faux excuses, and at that moment, I simply didn’t want to listen. “Karen, I appreciate the nice words, but I can’t talk to you or anyone right now. It’s just...I’m not ready. You understand, don’t you?”

“Of course,” she replied, nodding her head up and down vigorously. “Listen, if you need to talk, you can call me, okay? School...it starts next week, so we’ll talk then, if you want.”

I was already in motion. “Thanks, Karen. See, uh, see you next week.”

And then I was gone, running down the sidewalk, passing by the people out for their daily constitutional until finally I ran out of breath. I walked around and found myself at a local library. It was small and had only one floor, but it was one of the few brick-and-mortar libraries still open in Portland. It also had the internet, and better still, it was open.

I walked in, checked the history shelves, but there was nothing there. So, off I went and found a computer not in use. I typed in Einar’s name and waited for some information to come up. Truthfully, it was disappointing. There were only five sites that offered any information on him, and there was precious little info at that. My father knew way more.

With a sigh, I logged off and decided to go home. I couldn’t stay away from home forever. 
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AT A PARK NEAR MY HOUSE, I stopped to catch my breath. It was still misting and cold, but I didn’t pay attention to the weather. Instead, I focused on a couple of squirrels playing around and chasing each other. They didn’t have a care in the world. All they cared about was finding nuts and burying them and finding more of them again.

I sat on a nearby bench, watching the world go by. Young couples walking hand in hand, old couples leaning on each other for support, one elderly man pushing a woman—probably his wife—in a wheelchair, a young mother pushing her baby in a carriage...the world was going on without me...

It was all too much, it really was. A black cloud descended on my brain, fogging it up and shutting out rational thought. I’d lost my special someone, and somewhere in the back of my mind, ending my life wasn’t such an impossible thought. There were numerous ways to do it, and they were all quite simple. Step off a high building, go and play in traffic...

“Excuse me, young man?”

I looked up. An elderly woman, at least eighty years old, stood a couple of feet away. She wore a long, faded raincoat and carried an umbrella, even though it had stopped raining. “Yes?”

“I was walking by and saw you sitting here looking miserable. Are you having difficulties?”

I wasn’t aware that my expression of misery showed so clearly. Apparently, it did. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

“Everyone has troubles. Are yours so bad?”

I’d just come from one awkward situation and stepped into another. Half of me wanted to pop off and tell her to mind her business, but the other half of me made me stop. She was old and didn’t know about my life, but at the same time, she meant well. “You could say that.”

With a heavy sigh, she took a seat beside me. “I don’t know what’s troubling you, young man, and you don’t have to tell me, but I can say from experience that things do get better. I lost my Bert ten years ago. We were married for fifty-five years, we raised our children together, we held our grandchildren together, and a decade ago, cancer came and got him.”

Her eyes misted up, and she pulled a handkerchief from her purse and dabbed at her eyes. “You know, not a day goes by that I don’t miss him, but life is filled with loss. My parents died long ago, when I was about your age. I’ve never had it easy. But I persevered, and I’m still here. You can do the same.”

No, she really didn’t get it. Still, I didn’t feel like explaining it. But what she’d said resonated with me, and the black cloud lifted from my mind. I thanked her and got up. “I’ll, er, thank you, ma’am. I appreciate the good advice.”

I went home. I couldn’t really think of going anywhere else. I wasn’t close to anyone in school, and without Lara, life just wasn’t the same. And worst of all, no one outside of me and my father really cared. If it didn’t affect them, why should they? That was how things went. Everyone always thought of themselves and their own first. Human nature was like that. 

All the same, my father had mentioned magic. If it was really that powerful, if it did control the universe or at least play a large hand in it, if it was all that, then there was a chance. Life was all about taking chances, and I had to take the chance that Lara was somewhere. 
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AT HOME, I OPENED THE front door and found my father in the hallway, taking his jacket off. When he saw me, his face lit up, and he seemed excited about something. “Oh, Erik, I’m glad you are back. I went for a walk myself, but during my walk, I remembered something. Come with me.”

I thought about telling him where I’d gone, but then I decided not to. It wasn’t important in the grand scheme of things, so I dumped my jacket and went with him to the attic. 

There, he grabbed a book and leafed through the pages. “Ah...yes, wait...there it is.”

With a slight smile on his face, he showed me the page. All I saw were old runic symbols that I couldn’t make head or tail of. The only one that sort of made sense was one that looked like a dragon. “So?”

“So, this is it,” he said with a distinct ring of positivity. “This is what I’ve been searching for.”

Mystified, I asked, “Searching for what?”

“For the answer to where your sister is. I know that she’s not dead. I told you that before. But now, I know where she is. And I also know how to find her.”

Chapter Three: Another World
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HE KNEW WHERE LARA was. Initially, the idea of her not being dead was a mindbender in and of itself, and now...now, I was beginning to accept the truth, crazy as it seemed. “All right, where is she, then?”

My father pointed at the book he held, leafing through it carefully. “I am fortunate that I have access to information on Einar, although there isn’t that much. Here, look for yourself.”

The pages were old, some of them were torn, and others




















































































Chapter Four: The Outskirts
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Chapter Five: The Village
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Chapter Six: An Explanation
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Chapter Seven: More Information, And A First Attempt
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